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enterprise that ever existed. In none was the spirit of fellowship
so marked and alluring. The inspiring words of William Morris
were ever on our lips: 'Forsooth, brothers, fellowship is heaven,
and lack of fellowship is hell: fellowship is life, and lack of fellowship
is death, and the deeds that ye do upon the earth, it is for fellowship
sake that ye do them.'l
With these words and thoughts in our minds we fought with a
kind of inspired rage 'the beneficent private war,' and all that it
was and did. No quarter was asked for or given: we recklessly
flung ourselves against the heavily fortified walls of capitalism and
against all who defended them. Attempts to suppress our meetings
were met and defeated. When we were not allowed to speak
we 'preached.' Mr. James Sexton, now Sir James Sexton, more
than once, when forbidden by the local police to speak at a
chosen pitch, hied him to a place allotted to outdoor religious
services, and 'preached' a Socialist sermon, taking for his text
the first verse of the third chapter of the book of Nahum: 'Woe
to the bloody cityl it is all full of lies and robbery.' Thus, we
proclaimed our 'good tidings' wherever an audience could be
obtained, and we exerted an influence altogether beyond our
numbers.
Some of my own experiences as a propagandist were highly
amusing, and they were sometimes disconcerting. One Sunday
morning I was speaking at an open-air meeting in the New Cut,
Lambeth, where my platform was wedged in between a noisy
auctioneer of old clothes and a vendor of sarsaparilla. My theme
was that of the Greek city beautiful as contrasted with Lambeth.
There was no end of moral uplift in it, and all went well until two
men appeared in the neighbourhood with several terriers and a
cage full of live rats. In less time than it takes to relate the story
Athens and Pericles were abandoned, and my audience to the last
man, including the chairman of the meeting, deserted me and gave
whole-hearted attention to the killing of the rats. I managed,
however, to console myself with the thought that Demosthenes
himself could not have prevailed against that counter-attraction, at
least not in Lambeth. But they were great times. We fought for
what to us were high ideals: we were often defeated and dis-
appointed, but never depressed, for we were no surer of sunset
than that our cause would triumph. We achieved our end because
we believed that we could do so. We never submitted to defeat.
1A Dream of John Ball, chapter iv.